While with fierce fury, either boſom burn'd. 
* T—ro—began, a clowniſh, wealthy Cit, 
Foe to the partizans of William, uy 
« Thy a&ts, O P—tt, increaſe the cou 
e And by thy help the ſtate is now the devil, 
„Were I prime miniſter, the world ſhould ſee 
Things take a different courſe, and all agree,” 


P—TT.. | 


, 
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Thou ſenſelefs 57 U to think thy ſenſeleſs pate, 


& Could govern ſuch a wide, ſo uniform a ſtate ; 
*Tis mine to ſend forth laws, the taxes ſet, 
And by theſe means I will fave England yet. 
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Ilmpoſſible! thy credit and renown are fled, 
VT were better far u wert among the dead; 
Thy heavy taxes ru eſs ruin draw, 
Thy partial mandates weak the force of law. 
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If that thou 14450 not, in common ſenſe, 
Go to thy houſe, thy wife, and count thy pence; 
Your politicks beget the nation ſtrife, 
Lourſelf the only trouble of my life ! 
With indignation, curb'd by pallid fear, 
Sir Tierney heard, and vow'd revenge moſt dear 15 
After a conflict then, twixt rage and ſhame, 
He thus beſpoke, reſolv d to clear his 
Sir, if accounts agree with gen'rous truth, 
Tou will reward d vouth, 
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Ama d and ſtartl'd, at th' unwelcome ſound. 
' He ponder'd well the conſequence in caſe 


The people well he knew would load him with abuſe, 


| Therefore, tho, trembling, he pronounc'd aloud, = _* +} 


5 By meeting in the park, to-morrow morn, * 
; Your enemy, at firſt approach of dawn. "BR 
ut ſtood aghaſt, with ſpeechleſs wonder crown'd,” 


He ſhould refuſe, t' accept the time and place; 

He next preponder'd what would be the end, 

Tf to the CO he ſhould nobly bend; 
Ignobly, if the challenge he refuſe, 

And with great cauſe, a man in his high ſtation, 

Thus to diſgrace the choice of ſuch a nation. EET; of 
All ſides conſidet d, he reſolv d to fight * "1,42 81 
Mis fierce antagoniſt that very night. | | 


I'll meet thee in defiance of the crowd; | : 
Your piſtols then I beg you will prepare, Ne 
And we will rage unequal tho' the war. | 
The challenger in filence turn'd away | 5 
To hide the fear to which he was a prey ; | 
But ſtill punctilio preſſes him behind, 1 
And urges on the purpoſe of his mind. ä 
My piſtols, Sir, are ready, take your choice, 1 
Cried he with fainting heart, and trem'lous voice. + 
P—t took, then bade Sir Tierney chuſe his ground. 
He choſe full twenty paces ſafe and found, 4 4 
Why does he chuſe d many is the queſtion, 8 
Why leſs cannot agree with their digeſtion.— 1 5 # 
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»*P—tt firlt cries firg—Six Tierney heard and fir d,. * 


Prompted by rage, by cowardice inſpir'd,” | "PLOT of 


| But miſs'd—— ORE oe 


Into tlieir then P--4t his piſtol bang'd, | „„ 
For if he fr d he knew._he muſt be hang d. e 
His penetration ſaw the people's wind, . 
Was to haye had him hang d, and all his kind. 3 8 6 


